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12 Entle Sailor, oft you've etold me, 

, That you'd never leave your love; 
Toymur vows I now muft hold you : 
Now's the time your truth. to prove. 


F 
Wbilſt our Britiſh fleets are guarded, | 
Have not Frenchmen YH d our fleet. 
Gon a ſailor live upbraided, 8 
Whilſt the French have dar d to meet. 
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i gallant failor, bear me, 

t our country has a foe, 
He is mine; then come not near me. 
I muſt weep, but you muſt go. 
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Oan the ſons of Britain fail her, 
- Whilſt her daughters prove ſo true; 
Their ſoft courage muſt avail he: 

Me love honour, loving „ 
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* ho' the flow ” ſea fon wooe's you, | 
To the peaceful ſports of May, 


And lovers ſigh, fo long to looſe you, 5 
Love to glory muſt give ay 
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Blow yewinds, auſpicious blew 2 
Every gale will moft delight us, 
That will waft us to our foe. 
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